
The Wedding Specialist, Pastor Schneider.
(Drawn by a Journal staff artist from a photograph.)

Marries
Thousands

Pastor Schneider Has Joined
Almost Sixteen Thou¬

sand Couples,
He Has Made Thirty-seven Lov¬

ing East Side Couples
Happy This Month.

He Has Also Presided at Seven Thou¬
sand Christenings, and He

Never Pleaches.

NEW YORK'S STRANGEST CLERGYMAN.

He Devotes His Entire Time to Making
German Citizens Happy in This

World and Introducing Them
to the Next.

To have a romance grafted on every day
of life is the lot of few men. I'astor
Francis J. Schneider enjoys tills unique dis¬
tinction. The good pastor lives at No.
109 Second avenue, and is attached to no
church. He is Simply "the pastor of the
East Side."
Men, women and children all know him.

He has joined in the holy bonds of matri¬
mony 15,756 couples in the twenty-seven
years of his activity in this city. Through
his services have been established more
homes in this country, and particularly
homes on the East Side, than through the
services of any other fifty men combined.
Certainly New York has much cause for
gratitude toward him, for its proud census
returns are due in^Ho small extent to his
ever ready willingness to make two hearts
happy.
Day and night, morning, noon and even¬

ing, Pastor Schneider is always available
as a binder of the wedding tie. That there
may be no excuse for late comers who de¬
sire his services, there is a night bell at
the pastor's residence and a speaking tube
through which, should the extraordinary
emergency ever arise, where time was
pressing so heavily that every minute's
delay counted, the pastor could perform
the ceremony. Few physicians in good

UlCU UI LiJiXL.

"They paid me $700 a year," the pastortold me, with amiable scorn, "and theyseemed to think I ought to be mighty gladto get that. So I resigned my pulpit withIts princely emolument, aud went into
newspaper work, and making a specialtyof marriages, christenings and funerals."At the recollection the pastor with muchcomplacency and evident pleasure, foldedhis fine white hands over his ample vestand stared Into space.
"It grew, this marrying business, and

eoon I found myself so fully occupied In
attending to weddings that there remained
no time for newspaper work. Since then I
have been Pastor Schneider of the EastSide I like to marry people. I think It is
the highest function of the minister. In-

stories V Oh, many, many of

u,au, vi liiu utjsi uerman ramllles hadtheir residence. Here he remained fortwelve years, marrying and christening andburying. Then he removed to his presentInnntinr, ' ''«

them. But I try to forget tliem. It is not
the minister's business to remember all
the secrets that come to him."
Just then the bell rang. Almost every

time that that bell rings it means a new
union of hearts, a fresh binding of souls.
The alarm in this case was not misleading.
And there was a romance.
A substantial looking German was ush¬

ered in by Frau Pastorin, wtio always
answers the door, her fine diplomacy and
tact being a most useful aid to her hus¬
band.
"I wish to see Dr. Schnieder," said the

newcomer.
"I am Dr. Schnieder."
"I have my business place just around

the corner here in Sixth street, and I
want you to go with me to Greenpoint to
perform a marriage ceremony. Time
presses."
"Why?"
"Because the man is on his death bed."
It was dusk. The pastor's study was

dimly lighted through the two tall win¬
dows that overlook Second avenue with
its bustle and endless rush of life. The
time and place invited to confidence. The
occasion demanded it, and the caller told
his story. "It is my sister," he'said, "who
is to be married. Eleven years ago she
m iwfl.y-iyitji a Jaftsrled, liian. fit lived
with tier regularly for a time, but after
a while he returned to his wife. How¬
ever, he continued to support her and saw
h«r at frequent intervals. My sister had
three children, all of whom are now liv¬
ing, the eldest being nine years old.
Three years ago the man's wife died and
my sister importuned him to marry her.
He refused. We had cast her off long
ago, but at her solicitation I, too, went to
this man after his wife died and asked
him to make of my sister an honest wom¬
an. He sneered at me and I almost
strangled him. But nothing we could dowould change him.
"Now he lies dying his conscience has

smitted him. The doctor says he may live
two hours, perhaps if he is singularlyfortunate, two days. Read what I havejust received." He showed a telegramwhich read: ''Franz is dying rapidly.Come at once. Bring a minister. Hewants to marry me."
The good pastor bustled into his overcoatand the expedition to Greenpoint was be¬

gun, the stranger acting as guide, the re¬porter going as witness. In a tidy littleapartment house in Greenpoint, up twonights of stairs, the pastor and his com¬panions were received by a pretty little wo¬
man, in whose face the lines of care hadnot been able to stamp out entirely its finetrustfulness and amiability. A mass
or light blond hair was curled on her head.Her eyes were running with tears.
"Oh, brother," she exclaimed, as shecaught sight of the man who had come forthe pastor. .

"Is he alive?" asked the brother.
Yes," sobbed the little woman, "but thedoctor says he is sinking fast and that hewill not live through the night.""Then let us hurry up," was the cold re¬

sponse.
Led by the woman, the visitors entered adaintily furnished bedroom, where, on awhite iron bedstead a man was lying, hishead almost buried in the great pile of softpillows. His eyesiwere closed, and, to all

appearances, he was already dead. Besidehim stood a bearded man, evidently thedoctor, his fingers pressed 011 the sick man'spulse. "You must act tjuickly," the doctorsaid, "if you would act at all."
"But he does not seem even awake," pro¬tested the pastor.
''It will require a stimulant to rousehim, the doctor made answer, as hereached for the hypodermic syringe thatlay close by 011 the mantel. He injected

some substance into the man's arm, theeyelids raised, the eyes stared vacantlyabout. Then came a flush of color and agleam of intelligence. The sick man looked
around feebly. \ He caught sight of theweeping womart and the ghost of a smilelit up Ins features. "Ah, Barbara, come,"he murmured. The little woman was down
on her knees beside the bed in an instant,her head nestling close to the man, her
hand convulsively grasping the emaciated
one that lay on the counterpane, all white,weak and helpless.. Her sobs shook herbody.
"Come, we must hurry. I have little

time. I feel it." And again the smile cam,e
over the sick man's features. The pastorprepared *or the ceremony, but he was in-
tevrupted by the sick man, who said sud-
denly and almost with startling emphasis,INo, the children; let the children bebrought first. They shall be present.""But," began the brother in a tone of
protest, which was cut short by the dying
man, who exclaimed petulantly: "I say the
children. Bring them in." The blond
woman started to her feet, Uut she was too
weak, whether from emotion or other
causes, and she sank again to her knees.
The brother thereupon passed out of the
room and in a few moments returned with
three children, two boys of perhaps six and
nine and a little girl of three or four. Theystared in open-eyed wonder and amazement
for a few moments. Then thev caughtsight of their mother, weeping as if her
heart would break, and In a moment theyhad flung themselves upon her, crying out
bitterly.
The sick man watched them in silence for

a few moments, then his eyes, too, became
diffused with tears, the lids sank slowly,and to all appearances the breath went out
of his body.
"Oh, Franz, Franz!" wailed the poor

woman. *

But Franz this time could not respond.It was several minutes before the phvslciancould bring back the spark of life. Slowlythe man's eyes unclosed again.
"Now, you must keep quiet, absolutelyquiet, and hurry," cautioned the physician.The children, still grouped about their

mother, were crying louder than ever, but
by a few soft words and a lieartv, tearful
earess, the woman succeeded almost in¬
stantly in quieting them. They could not
stifle their sobbing entirely, but tried as
well as thev could, and after a few mo¬
ments a perfect silence reigned In the room.
The physician took uj the Blck man's hand ¦

and laid it over the hand of the woman on
the counterpane.
"Do you promise to take this woman for

your wife? the pastor's tones came only
a little above a whisper. Even he, with
all his romances was oppressed, for the
pastor has a good, warm, sympathetic
heart.
But there was no response. "Ask him

again and speak louder," ordered the phy¬
sician.
The question was repeated, this time in a

sonorous tone, and the response came,
hardly audible, "I do."
"Do you take this man to be your hus¬

band?"
"Yes, oh, yes." It was spoken in a con¬

vulsive, sobbing tone by Barbara.
"Then I pronounce you man and wife.

What God hath Joined let no man put
asunder."
As the words were spoken Franz looked

around once, then his eyes resting on the
woman whom at last he had righted, he
passed away quietly, painlessly. Death
was a guest at the marriage.
Barbara gave a convulsive scream, which

was echoed by all three of hor children.
The pastor went to them. What he said

heard., b.TJX, srx^n y.as cpjjle
sharp outburst of grief, and ^ispering,"Come, we can do no more," he stole out,
followed by the reporter.

Shu's Toys
SolictGolct

Costly Playthings for a Six-
Month s-0 Id Chinese

Baby.
He Wears Curious Little Trou¬

sers and a Double-Breasted
Coat of Many Colors.

Buttons of Gold Concealed Within
the Folds of His Silken

Costume.

HAS A WONDERFULLY GOOD TEMPER.

He Belongs to the Chinese Consul in This
City.Will Be Taken on a Visit to the

Orient in the Spring but Edu¬
cated in America.

The youngest boy in trousers In New
York Is less than six months old. His
name is Foo Kong Shu, and his playthings
are solid gold. Shu's father is the Chinese
Consul in this city.
The consulate is in West Ninth street.

The spacious, old-fashioned parlor is fur¬
nished mainly with modern American fur¬
niture. A Brussels carpet covers the floor,
four sofas line themselves up against the
walls, and there are a number of American
chairs. Around the mantel are some
Chinese porcelains. Two quaint Chi¬
nese tables with seats curiously at¬
tached on either side, face each other,
and there are several Chinese pictures.
The little Celestial is attractive in ap¬

pearance and is dressed with quaint pic-
turesqueness. He is wonderfully good-
tempered, too. Chinese children are not
dressed in white, because white is the
Chinese color for mourning, but with the
exception of white, little Shu's costume
shows almost every color of the rainbow.
For a short time he was,- from necessity,dressed in American baby clothfes, but as
soon as a precious little trunk, on which
the Consul was made to pay $13.60 duty,
came from China, the little chap was
dressed as befitted a Consul's son. He
now holds his arms pretty stiffly, but there
Is reason for it, for he wears a couple of
shirts and two coats of padded silk. The
sleeves are small and close-fitting. The
tiny upper coat is of purple silk, lined with
pale blue, and is slit into comical little
tails in the back. It is double-breasted
and is held together by ribbons instead of
buttons. Around his waist is a broad
band of red, and below this, around his
body and the upper part of his limbs, are
folds of pea green cloth.
His trousers are in two separate pieces,

one for each limb, and each trouser covers
the foot as wCl-1 as the ankle and thigh.They are made of wadded cotton, with a
background of beautiful green, and with
most gorgeous Eastern flowers upon them,in yellows and pinks. To fill the placeof a shoe a sole of heavy black wool is
sewed on to fit under each foot. Little
tapes of still another color are tied around
the ankles. The trousers are fastened to
the red waistband by a series of orange-colored ribbons.
"Baba"-.w\th the "a" pronounced rapid¬ly and indistinctly.is his pet name about

the house, and the parents idolize him.
He has not any American toys as .vet,but he will when he gets a little bigger.frfi, nresent playthings are finer than those
of most American boys, for they are of'solid gold. He has some little Chinese fig-.

ures, of gold, and some tiny gold plates
that he is expected to bite upon to helphis teeth along. He has got some goldenrings, too. There are no buttons showing
on his clothing, but there are a number
hidden among the folds, and they are all
little round balls of gold.
Shu is already able to sit bolt upright.His almond eyes are of a deep brown-black,

and there is absolutely not a sign of the
whites showing. His eyebrows slant mark¬
edly upward. His mouth is exceptionallysmall. His face is very dark.
For gala occasions little Shu possesses

some robes that are really grand. He has,
too, a tine gold chain, with an Immense
ornament attached.
In July it is expected that his mother

will take him with her on a visit to China,but he is to be brought back to this coun¬
try to be educated. It is a lonely life that
his parents lead here. They cannot well
make friends among Americans, and there
are no Chinese In the city of high enoughsocial rank to associate with them. All of

The Pastor's Wolf a Regular Church Attendant.
v i^ketelied 'tij a Journa Instate artist from life,)

The Chinese Baby Boy Who Plays with Solid Gold Toys.
(Drawn by a Journal staff artist from a photograph.)

the other Chinamen In the city come from
the vicinity of Canton and Hong Kong, in
the Province of Kwahtung, but the Con¬
sul is from Shanghai.
Mr. Wing, the interpreter, says the aris¬

tocracy of China is very exclusive. I ana
told, too, that when the Consul wishes a
photograph of himself or his wife or child
he arranges for the exclusive use of the
gallery, so as to in no way be stared at by
outsiders.
Little Shu has already begun to take

sips of tea and rice soup, made in Chinese
fashion, and little crumbs of Chinese cake,
for the entire cuisine of the consulate Is
Chinese.

FACED DEATH IN A CAB.

Sensations of Engineer Who Thought
His End Was Near.

How does a railroad engineer feel when
he sees death a few feet ahead of him?
What are his sensations when he believes
that the next moment he will be crushed
to atoms, buried alive, or perhaps slow¬
ly scalded to death?
Elmer E. Lacy, an engineer employed by

the New York, New Haven & Hartford
Railroad, is able to answer these questions
Last Sunday morning when his traJs wa8
rushing along through the darkn^gg a
thirty-five-mile an hour clip, the engine
plunged into the rear of a freight train
in the \ an Nest yards. Lacy's fireman
was instantly killed, x'he engineer had a
miraculous escape, siting off with a few
bad flesh wounds.
In his modenj; pretty cottage over¬

looking th£ railroad tracks at Woodside,
".here 'ue js at present nursing his inju¬
ries, the engineer yesterday told of his
thrilling experience.
"I had my hand on the throttle an(l was

about to shut her off for the Van Nest sta¬
tion," he began, "when I saw the red
lights of the freight a few yards ahead.
I realized that something terrible was
going to happen.
"Self-preservation did not occur to me.

My first thought was for the safety of the
people aboard the train. I made a greateffort to realize my position and determine
Just what to do.
"I grasped the throttle and shut it and

waited for I knew not what. Somethingstruck me a heavy blow on the head, but it
did not hurt me. I suppose my mental suf¬
fering at that instant was so much greaterthan any physical suffering could be that
I did not feel pain. Then I was struck
again by a flying splinter.

"It may seem strange, but It Is a fact,
nevertheless, that every time I was struck
I felt it plainly, but, while the blows were
severe, they did not hurt me. The worst
feeling I had was when I thought I was
losing consciousness. What would become
of the train if I did? 1 felt dazed and
wished that it might all be over soon.
"Then came a tailing sensation. I knew

I was being hurled out of the cab. That
thought was terrible. Not for a moment
did 1 think of death. I realized instinctive¬
ly that 1 should not die, and yet the
thought did not please me. It seemed as
if I was In the air about five minutes. I
appeared to be flying and unable to alight.I remember striking the ground, but I felt
no sensation of pain.
"Then a long, green field stretched Itself

out before me, and at the further side I
could see iny dear ones romping about.
The sensation was extremely pleasant. I
suppose it was then that I actually lost
consciousness.

"I could not have been in that condition
more than a few seconds. The awakening
was like coming out from under the influ¬
ence of some powerful narcotic. I be¬
gan to feel faint and sick. For the first
time I thought of the fireman. When I
saw his mangled body I wanted to work
injury to the cruel iron that had crushed
the life out of him. I imagined that I
was losing my reason. I must have acted
like a crazy num.
"When at last I did understand that it

was only another railroad wreck, and that
I had been spared. I wanted to go home.

"I felt when I left home that morning
that something out of the ordinary was
going to happen. I expressed a wish to
my wife that I might remain home. It
was my first accident, and I hope it will
be my last."

I^ormal Trotest.
[.Laramie Boomerang.]

Day. after day the little boy had gone to
the postofHce and found box No. 67 empty,
while the boxes on either side of it were
always full. One morning he went around
to tlie side window and called out to the
postmaster:
"Say. Mr» Leeper."
"Well, Johnny?" said the postmaster.
"My paw Voted for Cleveland. Did you

know that?"
"I presume he did. Johnny."
"Well, I'm goin' to write to Mr. Cleve¬

land an' tell him you've give me par a box
that hain't never got no letters in It!"

Means of Escape.
Dovrntc rn.Here comes Blnkers. He's got a

new bab; anil he'll talk us to death.
Upton- "*11, here conies a neighbor of mine

who has 'ew dog. Let's introduce them to
each otb d leave them to their fate. Lon-

Afis

Wolf a
Pastor's Pet

Was Brought Up on a Bottle
ar,a 'is a regular Church

Attenuun^

Always the Stg; Attraction at
Fairs ar?a Eats Candy

With Relish.

The .error of Tramps and Beggars,
but a Favorite of the

Children.

HAS TO AVOID CATS AND DOGS.

Once Caused a Sensation by Appearing in
His Master's Pulpit During Ser¬

vices.Has Been Shot at
in the-Woods.

A wolf has crept Into the fold of tha
John Hass Presbyterian Church, on East
Seventy-fourth street. It has not come in
sheep's clothing, but in a dark, shaggy
coat. Its presence in the flock does not
seem to occasion the least anxiety; in fact,
it has become a universal pet and a fa¬
vorite with all. The wolf is the pet of
the .Rev. Vincent Pisek, pastor of the
church. This peculiar pet was born on a

Western prairie, but when he was a very
small cub, and before he had grown fierce
enough to be dangerous, he was captured
and transported to the quiet church par¬
sonage. Since then the religious influences
of his surroundings have completely con¬
verted him. He has put away nearly all
wolfish things, and at the present day
is leading a quiet, exemplary life, and often
attends both the church and Sunday-school.
It is said he sleeps through the sermons.
The wolf was born a heathen. Both of his

parents lived and died on the open prairie.
Mr. Pisek, while on a hunting trip in the
West, shot the parents of Mr. Wolf and
captured their cub. He brought the little
orphan home with him, and a new life at
once began for him. He was given a
milk diet, which agreed with him very well,
and in time it began to influence his
character. Iustead of growing up to be
snarling and ferocious, his manners be¬
came mild and gentle. He soon became ac¬
customed to his civilized home, and en¬
joyed the rich carpets he walked upon
and the warm blankets he; slept in every
night. Mr. Pisek, in bringing up the wolt
in his fold, has been Very careful to keep
his young charge out of bad company.
In the Summer time Mr. Wolf changes

his residence to his master's Summer home
at Lake Hopatcong. This move is always
very welcome to Mr. Wolf. He is allowed
to run at large about the woods. As a re¬
sult, however, he is constantly meeting
with very curious adventures. The Sum¬
mer idlers throughout the sections are very
fond of shooting. The woods afford very
little opportunity for the sport, but it has
happened a score of times that Mr. Wolf
has been chased and fired at over and
over again by those amateur hunters, who
become greatly excited at the sight of such
wild game. Mr. Wolf has barely gotten
away during seveffal of these affairs with
a whole skin. He ,is very nimble of foot,
however, and soon eludes an experienced
hunter. The pet wolf has also often caused-
great consternation by appearing suddenly
before picnic parties or parties alone ia
the woods. The appearance of his sharp
little nose has often broken up a party and
caused them to run wildly from him, al¬
though his intentions were undoubtedly
friendly. On one occasion two girls who
were rowing on the lake spied Mr. Wolf
on shore and were afraid to land for sev¬
eral hours for fear of encountering the sup¬
posedly ferocious animal which followed
them along the bank to play with them.

It can be understood that Mr. Wolf
makes a very valuable watch dog, or, rath¬
er, watch wolf. His appearance on the
scene always causes a tramp 01 beggar or
book agent to leave without making more
inquiries. His latest adventure was to
conceal himself behind the pulpit of Mr.
Pisek's church one Sunday morning. Tbe
services were well under way, when Mr.
Wolf suddenly stepped out from his place
of concealment and stood on the pulpit
platform, facing the congregation. The
terror of the latter lasted for several mo¬
ments. during which Mr. Wolf, with much
dignity, marched down the pulpit stepf
and through the aisle to the outer door.


